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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PARTY ON THE Sport. 


Wednesday.—Went to the opening of the Home Arts and Indus- 
tries Exhibition. Made a round of the exhibits. I wanted 
to have a look at the Society of Miniature Painters’ Show 
at Messrs. Graves’ Gallery in Pall Mall, so I had to leave early. 
Miniatures very good, and likely to give an impetus to this dainty 
branch of Art. D.ned with Lord Claud Hamilton and the Railway 
Benevolent Institution (collected £1,200, towards which I con- 
tributed a shilling). Afterwards had an hour at the Royal Society’s 
Conversazione at Burlington House, and later looked in at the 
“At Home” at the National Liberal Club—sort of Liberal Party. 


A POLITICAL PARTY. 


Dose Lib'’rals had a barty, 
Where vos dot barty now? 
How about dot loss of Harty ? 
Unt dot acres unt dose cow ? 
But dose Lib’rals haf a barty, 
Dey moost haf von—dot’s der rub— 
So—py Harcourt unt McCarthy !— 
Dey choost haf it at der Club. 


Thursday.—Having assisted the Princess Louise to open the new 
Oxygen Home, made off to Hoylake and saw Hilton win the golf | 
championship. Amateurs for ever! Hooray! Dined with the 
Duke of York and the Gordon Boys’ Home at the Hotel Metrépole. 


Friday.—Busy day. Saw the Scott bust safely unveiled at 
Westminster Abbey (at last), Then off to see Her Most Gracious 
comfortably through the Sheffield Jubilee festivity and opening of 
its handsome Town Hall. Splendid day and fiae sight. The town 
“did itself to rights” and came out strong. H.M.G. confided to 
me that she was very pleased, as I saw her properly settled and 
started off for Balmoral. Made my way over to Cambridge next to 
see the result of the voting with regard to women taking degrees. 
Quite a ferment. Strong feeling against the females. Suppose 
ryt shown themselves too clever, and the males are a bit afraid 
of them. 





THE LAST ENTRENCHMENT. 


See the scholars and the doctors 
Ina htened coalition, 
Unde . with Dons and Proctors, 
; Crying ‘‘ Down with competition.” 
Women mount successive pass-lists, 
Quite a panic they’re promoting, 
But, although they top the class-lists, 
Men can “ knock ’em out”’ at voting ! 


& After this excitement, cooled down at the Temperance Demon- 
stration at the Queen’s Hall, and dined on a lonely chop. 

















Dined with the Japan Society at the Hotel Metrépole, and so home. 


| Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or 
. unless accompanied by a stamped ani addressed envelope. 


Siturday.—Heard that the Nyzam of Hyderabad has lost his 
big diamond. Appears that he hid it carefully away, butin the 
result, he comes out asa hidera badin. See it reported that he 
gave £10,000 for it, and the fellow at Antwerp wouldn't give me « 
—but perhaps I had better not pursue the jedoch. Had another 
ceremonious day and helped the Prince open the Blackwall Tunnel. 
Dined with Dr. Collins and the County Councillors at the Hotel 
Cecil afterwards. 


Monday.—Went and saw the Bath and West of England Agri. 
cultural Show properly opened at Southampton. Oapital show, but 
had to leave in order to see the Victorian Era Exhibition opened 
with correctness and dispatch at Earl’s Court. From there over to 
Victoria, where I found Kruger toasting the Queen. Told him 
toasting was better than roasting, and he'd better keep his eyes 
skinned. He thanked me kindly, and said he would. After that 
episode to the Speaight Studio at 178, Regent Street. Private 
view of children’s photographs—including some “children of a 
larger growth.” Hadn't an idea there were so many pretty children 
in the world. Suspect some of it is artfully introduced by the 
Speaight Brothers. Heard them referred to as “the dears” 
several times (the children, I mean). Don’t know so much about 
that. Children are all very well in photos, but when you take them 
out (not that I ever do take them out, even to Hampton Court)— 
well—there——-! Dined with the Solicitors’ Benevolent Asso- 
ciation at Hotel Cecil, also with the G and Lanarkshire 
Association in King’s Hall, Holborn, and helped the Middlesex 
Rifle Association give away prizes before turning in. 


Tuesday.—Took the King of the Belgians down to Balmoral to- 
day. Got back for a look at the pictures collected on show at the 
People's Palace, and spent an hour or two in the model coal mine 
at the Crystal Palace. Then to the private rehearsal for the mili- 
tary tournament at the Agricultural. Fine show. Going to be 
better than ever, if possible, I think. 


THE WAY THEY HAVE. 


Then bang the military drum— 
Uh! never turn your collars down!— * 
And see the gay civilians come 
To plank their bobs and dollars down. 
Then let them see how spick and span, 
The military body is, 
How smart and ready, to a man, 
The jolly British swoddy is. 
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‘Well Filled. 


Hardup.—* I wish I had your teeth, Miss Makeup.” 
Miss Makeup (taking it as a compliment).—** Do you?"’ 
Hardup.—* Yes; look at the gold in ’em!”’ 
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literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
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THE PRESENT DOMESTIC PROBLEM. 
Pater (practical man).—“ You see, it's impossible for us; we can’t afford to do both It's just this—SEATS FOR THY JUBILEE, 
Or A MONTH AT THE SEA-SIDE. Which will you have ?:’ 
, “FUN” LYRICS. (No. 74.) 
Impertinent Paragraphs. ioe ie Wicinane. 
i a In my canoe, I wonder wh 
By THE “‘ ENFANT TERRIBLE. | Ia happier than I 
x ‘ ° ° ‘ - . na Beneath the tree to rest at eas 
Mr. La} OUCHERE is changing his nickname. No longer “ Labby, And watch the stream race by 
but “ Flabby.” —— 
? The dolce far niente star 
shines down its lazy light, 
i a . , And all too socn the silver moor 
I fancy that Flabby would Rutherford a deep river than Cross | Will tell me it is night. 
Dr. Harris again. | 
It really seems a world of dreams, 
* Of beautiful repose; 
Mr. Labouchere should really be more careful. We don’t want The earth all fair, and not a car 
the man who squashed ‘“ Bounty ”’ Brookes to give ‘6 Bounty ” The river lover knows. 
Brookes the chance of a laugh at his expense. We may all laugh In my canoe, I wonder who 
at Labby as a politician, but we don’t want the evil-doers to smile My lot would not desire, 
at Truth. Labby should quit politics and join the police. teneath the trees to rest at ease, 
And yet to never tire, 
The Concert of Europe is still playing the Turkish Patrol. I | a 
| do wish they would get the Sultan's head between the cymbals Truth (Limited). 
| oan > vers , Greece's fau on ; , 
| os : play sg form at = moment. a” pean ye be ad th “ o hes Wuen Labby dubbed Harris a thief and a bear, 
; tj S 7 ’ OW 3 1) 18 uié 4 J +) Of ’ } is 
( ig at th sf ut, ying deep down, the cursed misru : 7 Twas natural that Harris should rise up and swear, 
| 8 at the bottom of it all. Though his anger was brewing, he felt it his duty 
* To meet the M.P. with a tu quoque Brute. 
Lipton’s ‘‘ Teaze”’: Puzzling the journalists as to the giver of the And Labby was upset and humbled, forsooth 
D5 Ky To hear he was not the promoter of Trut/ 
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Scratched! 


pow'rs, 
And defeat we shall avert—”’ 
Both were eager for the fray ; 


But, alas, we're told to-day, 
30th are scratched ! 


Greek a showy sort of horse 
Noted for a kind of speed. 


That such pace is but a flash 
Must be feared. 


Pawing pomp and showy pride, 
Very seldom win a race ; 

And preparatory “side ”’ 
Generally’s out of place. 

Greek looked well and very fit, 


He'd have been right out of it 
With the Turk. 


Careless rushes seldom pay, 
May be beaten any day 


By an ordinary colt. 
Prancing is not solid worth, 


On his knees 





Crrep the Greeks: ‘ The race is ours ; 
Take our tip, the Greek’s a cert! ’’~ 
Cried the Turks: ‘' We've staying 


Take their chances on the course— 
Turk a strong but homely steed 


Greek at first might make a dash, 
While his backers loudly cheered- 


But when once they got to work— 


And a horse who'll jib and bolt 


Though the populace it please ; 
Greek at last would come to earth 
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“Can you teil we Where this road leads to?” 


Turk—well, he’s an ugly brute, 

And of that there’s not a doubt ; 
But ahead he’ll always shoot, 

Seems to know what he’s about. 
He keeps up a steady stride, 

Has a way of creeping in; 
’Gainst him brag, and foolish pride, 

Never win. 


Both at wreaths of laurel snatched ; 


He can run, and he can stay, 
Carry weight, nor turn a hair; 
And when once he gets away, 
For a struggle all prepare. 
Steadily he clears the ground, 
Scarcely heeds he any check; 
And a winner oft is found 
By a neck, 


Grim and gaunt, he strides along, 
When he wins it is not luck, 
Sut a steadfast feat and strong 
A display of dogged pluck. 
Heeding not the race-course din— 
From a struggle he'll not shirk— 
He’s a horse that’s bound to win 
Is the Turk. 


Greek and Turk! and Turk and Greek! 
Turk and Greek! and Greek and Turk ! 

Which would win? We vainly seek 
Ways of setting them to work. 

One had speed and one could stay, 
Maybe they were fairly matched 

But, alas, we're told to-day 

Both are scratched! 


‘* My eshperieush of ’t ish tharrit leadsh to nothin’ bu’ grief an’ mishfortun 
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[The proposal to grant degrees to 
ladies at Cambridge has been rejected 
by 1,713 votes to 662. } 

AVAUNT, fair maid, from Granta’s bower ! 

For, though your smile would grace it, 
The Dons who hold and keep the power 

Proclaim themselves non placet. 


Unpleasant brutes, you call them now, 
Unmannerly as peasant ; 

Sut tell me, cultured fair ones, how 
‘‘ Non placets ’’ can be pleasant ? 


Although the dictum you resent 
At Newnham and at Girton, 

These classic haunts were never meant 
For creatures with a skirt on! 


To man and woman thus we see 
A separate place assigned, 

For though a question of degree, 
’Tis also one of kind ! 


And Alma Mater, sitting grave 
By Granta’s gentle waters, 

Won't see how nice ’twould be to have 
A family of daughters ! 


Economy. 


Biggs.—‘‘I see they’re not going to 
give away the Dunmow flitch this year. 
What’s the reason, I wonder ?’’ 

Griggs.—“* Economy, I expect. They 
want to ‘ save their bacon.’ ”’ 
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(For Cartoon Verses, see page 
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SCRATCHED! 
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The Adventures of Mr. Jeremiah 
Winklepuff. 


No. 12—“ ANY OLE CLO’.” 


Tuerx have been occasions when my adventures have made my 
heart too full for words. 

As I stood shivering in my wet clothes, I saw what an absurd 
situation I was in by my stupid bebaviour. What other 
sane man would have tried to rescue this fair champion swimmer 
in her own element; or even mistaken the Royal Aquarium, and 
the swimming exhibit for Exeter Hall, and the ceremony of total 
immersion. I looked round savagely for Telemachus, who was 

the innocent?) cause of all the trouble. He was standing 
at the other side of the tank, supporting Amelia. He was talking 
with great volubility to a dapper little man, with a large notebook. 

This man cae came across tome. He said, ‘Just heard of 
your heroic behaviour, sir, from your son. Ama Comet man, and 
should like a few particulars for my journal by the ‘ man on the 
spot,’ you know. As to how you felt when the cold water closed 
over your head, etc., and any other particulars you care to disclose 
of your GALLANT action.” 

suppose I looked somewhat nervous, for he continued, 
“Tt won't hurt you at all, my dear sir. All we want is a 
detailed account of your past crimes—ahem !—gallant actions, I 
mean; your exact age, date when vaccinated, the extent of the 
platonic affection existing between yourself and mother-in-law, and 
your opinion of the present crisis in the East.” 

It was the first time I had been interviewed. I ran over the list 
of my ancestry. Interrupting me rather rudely, he said :— 

‘It’s immaterial, my dear sir, whether your great aunt, three 
times removed, was assassinated or died of the measles. Let her 
rest and be happy. The main point of this interview should be 
aquatics. I sce you take water as an outward and visible sign. Do 
you also take it inwardly ? -In other words, are you a temperance 
man? Have you signed the pledge?” 

Telemachus here broke in with, “Don’t you stand that, 
guvernor. He's getting at you. Give him what for.” 

I was tired of the man’s importunity, and, acting on my son’s 
suggestion, gave him “ what for,’’ consigning the ‘ man on the spot’ 
and his paper to—to—oblivion. 

Supported by my wife on one side and Telemachus on the other, 
I slowly left the scene of my late adventure. 

Just as we reached the door, a stylishly-dressed girl rushed up 
and shook me effusively by the hang. 

“ Words cannot express,’’ she said, ‘the thanks I feel for your 
allant attempt to rescue me this afternoon. It’s as good as a 
undred pounds tome. Such a splendid advertisement, you know. 

Come and do it again, as often as you like.-*You’re always 
welcome, you know." 4 


I said ‘‘ Thank 
you” (weakly), 
and she went 
away. 

Amelia said I 
couldn’t go 
home all wet 
like that. I 
must get a 
change of rai- 
ment, and— 

“You’re a 
meddling old 
fool. This is 
the second time 
in one day I've 
caught you run- 
ning after girls. 


























Let it be the 
last."’ 
This, then, 


was the credit I 
got for my gal- 
lant attempt to 
rescue @ young 
girl from a 
watery grave. 
I could have 





“ He ALSO OFFERcD ME A Fineman’s Hetwer ann wept, only a 
AND A Bworp,” hero never 
weeps. 


We made friends with the “ hall "' keeper, and he lent me (for a 
consideration) a few garments in which to array myself, while he 
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sent my wet clothes home by carrier, in a sack. He was a some. 
what larger man than myself, and his assortment of clothes was 


extraordinary. 

First of all, there was a pair of top boots, with large golden 
tassels infront. Then red plush breeches (which he said he wore 
when acting as ‘number changer” on the stage) and a police. 
man’s coat, 

He also offer- 
ed me a fire- 
man’s brass 
helmet, and a 
sword, but I re- 
fused them, say- 
ing that my hat 
and trusty um- 
brella were still 
left to me. Ar- 
rayed in these 
garments, I 
strutted proudly 
forth into the 
hall again. 
Amelia gave 4 
horrified shriek 
as soon as she 
saw me, and 
said— 

“You old 
lunatic! You 
only want a4 
strait - waistcoat 
to complete the 
outfit.”’ She said 
she wouldn’t bs 
seen in the same 
street with a guy 
like that Iwens ged A 
sadly back to inv ; h iY Ai 
friend the hal’- SENOS 
keeper, but he ’ 
had no other 
clothes to lend 
me. As a last 
resource, I had {%‘ ERMYNTRUDE WENT INro HysTERIvs.” 
to borrow my 
son’s new coat, and discard the policeman’s tunic. Telemachus 
said he would be warm enough without it, and the hall-keeper re- 
marked that he looked “‘ warm enough” for anything. The coat 
was of somewhat meagre proportions, for Telemachus has not my 
bulky figure. 

But no matter, we sallied forth, and soon collected a number of 
followers, who eyed me curiously. They, however, offered nz insulting 
remarks, but merely watched respectfully. Had they heard of my 
exploit, and wished to do me honour? No! From a remark an 
urchin dropped— 

“T tell yer it’s the big ’un what stands on the little ’un’s head.” 

They evidently mistook us for a company of street-corner 
mountebanks, and were following to see our next show. They were 
doomed to disappointment, for Telemachus at last suggested a cab, 
and we drove home in style. 

Ermyntrude met us at the door, and went off into violent 
hysterics as soon as she caught sight of my warlike figure. We 
gathered between her sobs and yells that a messenger had called 
and told her I was drowned. 

Her sorrow was evidently sincere, so I patted her tousled locks 
and called her ‘‘my child.”’ This did not, however, appear to 
pacify her, for, with another glance at my eccentric attire, she 
burst out again— 

‘‘ What shall I do! whatever shall I do!”’ me 

I left her in Amelia’s charge while I retired to change my habili- 
ments and get into more Christian-looking clothes. 

Oa reaching the bedroom I was struck dumb with astonishment. 
The drawers that contained my clothes were absolutely empty. 
Placed round in any prominent position were a number of cheap 
and tawdry ornaments. 

My heart sank almost as low as the tassels of my hessian boots. 

‘“‘Ermyntrude! Ermyntrude!” I shouted; ‘“ where are my 
clothes, and what is the meaning of all this rubbish?” 

She burst out crying again, and then stuttered and sobbed— | | 

“ Ef you please, sir, a gent comes along with such a lot of beauti- | 
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fool vases, and hearing as you was drown dead and wouldn't want 
yer clothes no more I jest thought I x | 
Dear reader! For a time I know no more. 
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Mr. Barretr’s Othello was a very fine 
piece of virile acting. He let himself go 
thoroughly; there was no “ reserved force’”’ 
about him. He was a Moor, quite as black 
///7* as he was painted, and he smothered Desde- 
WZ mona with a whole-soul energy that deserved 
i the warmest praise. He loved like a furnace 

=f and killed like a tornado. 
m*\ tis Miss Maude Jeffries was a sweet Desdemona, 
As beautiful, winsome, pathetic, altogether 
ine charming. Miss Jeffries has a delightful 
manner and a fascinating personality; it does seem a pity she is 
always being killed. Mr. Franklyn McLeay’s Iago was a bit too 
subtle for my tastes—just a wee bit too angelic in method. I don’t 
want my Iago too highly spiced, but I must say I like a suggestion 
of ginger in him. Mr. Percyval’s Cassio was another excellent 
performance, and Mr. Manning’s Roderigo was an unctuous bit of 


Shakespearian humour. A thoroughly workmanlike performance 
all round. GOSSAMER. 


The Queen’s Birthday was kept at Earl’s Court by Imre Kiralfy 
in royal style. On that day the Duke of Cambridge came at noon 
to open the Victorian Era Exhibition there. The coremony took 
place in the Empress Theatre. Upon the Duke taking his seat 
upon the dais, Dan Godfrey’s Band played a fine stirring march, 
followed by the singing of Cowen’s specially-composed Com- 
memorative Ode, words by Clifton Bingham, by a chorus 500 
strong, conducted by Mr. H. J. Wood; then Mr. Paul Cremieu- 
Javal read and presented, together with a gold medal, an address 
to his Royal Highness, who suitably and audibly responded ; 
and we all sang the National Anthem heartily. This 
pleasurable duty performed, a shift was made to the Quadrant 
Restaurant, where, under the presidency of the Duke, we were 
regaled with an excellent lunch. A couple of toasts, simple and 
appropriate, were proposed by H.R.H.—‘The Queen,” cordially 
and vociferously supported, and “ Success to the Victorian Exhibi- 
tion,”’ which went with acclamation. : 

Strolling about this great exhibition, which is the third of the 
series designed by Imre Kiralfy, one acquires a graphic 
history of the progress made during the 60 years of Her 
Majesty’s gracious and beneficent reign in the Arts and 
Sciences, and by the cradle-rocker. She has a section all 
to herself; several noble ladies, headed by the Duchess of 
Devonshire, produce creditable results of ‘‘ Woman’s Work” (which 
is never finished) in+all departments. The well-known Empress 
Theatre is allotted in part to promenade concerts, and the stage to 
the illustration of music and drama during the present reign. 
There are seven representative tableaux respectively from The 
Mikado, Charles I., Rosemary, and other popular plays. ‘‘ Pic- 
turesque England,” a miniature town, occupies the former site of 
the Indian village, and there one renews an acquaintance with 
buildings like unto those to be seen in Chester, Canterbury, York, 
and other ancient English cities. A prominent feature of the 
Western Gardens is its marvellous resemblance to Old Windsor, a 
sight which bursts upon the vision with all pretensions to realism 
with bewildering intensity. 

Our friends of last season, the Belvedere Tower, the Panorama 
of Ancient Rome, and the Gigantic Wheel, the last the cause of 
the memorable “all-night sitting,” still remain, like the brave 
old oak, and a reproduction of the old-tume Richardson’s Show will 
be observed amongst the innovations. Art and other lovers can 
meander amongst corridors resplendent with many hundreds of the 
most noted pictures, amongst which are included the originals of 
several of the drawings that have appeared in this paper. The old 





—— 


broad-gauge locomotive, The Lord of the Isles, and The North Star 
- a and form splendid comparisons with the railway engines 
) ay. 

I might go on describing the wealth of the place ad infinitum, 
but, of course, you will visit the exhibition personally, and many 
times, as I intend to do, during the summer. 


Mr. H. T. Brickwell has arranged with Mr. W. S. Penley to pro- 
duce Messrs. D. O. Murray and J. L. Shine’s play, An Irish Gentle- 
man, at the Globe Theatre early this month. One or two 
songs, which have been composed by Mr. John Crook, and who has 
also arranged the incidental music, occur in this play. 


Mr. Charles Raymond, the well-known character actor, is 
appearing at The Matinee Theatre in a protean sketch, entitled 
A Surprise. The entertainment is conducted entirely in English, 
and during the course of it Mr. Raymond assumes a number of 
highly-distinctive and novel characters. The balcony scene from 
Romeo and Juliet, performed by Mr. E. H. Vanderfelt and Miss 
Stuart, is another interesting feature of the programme. 


Apropos of Dan Leno’s return to this country after his success- 
ful engagement in America, it is interesting to note that a booklet 
from the pen of the popular little comedian will shortly be pub- 
lished under the characteristic title, ‘‘Leno’s Larks.’’ Messrs. 
Lawrence Greeving and Company will issue the book. 


Don’t forget to attend the Handel Festival at the Crystal Palace, 
14th, 16th, and 18th inst. The fireworks on the 26th uit. in honour 
of Her Majesty’s Birthday were unusually grand. 


A Dickens féte is to be held at Broadstairs in July, in aid of the 
meritorious cause for providing the fisherfolk of the place with a 
reading room. The popularity of Dickens is always fresh, and 
doubtlessly Broadstairs will get the financial assistance it 
requires. Send your contributions to W. B. Urry, Lioyd’s Bank, 
Broadstairs. Don’t linger, but hurry up! 


Mr. McPherson’s annual drill and gymnastic display for ladies 
and children took place on the 27th, 28th, and 29th ult. at his 
high-class gymnasium, 30, Sloane Street,S.W. It is pretty evident 
that ladies are very efficient at athletic deportment, and their 
jumping feats are notorious, especially at conclusions, The 
high jump was won by Miss Clemens, who cleared the rope 
at Sft. 10in. Miss E. Myers cleared two inches less, and 
Miss Ponsonby effected a clean jump of Sft. Gin. The 
winner is the daughter of Mark Twain, who was present, and the 
fact of his offspring’s success brought vividly into mind that 
laughter-exciting little account of his—‘‘The Hunting of the 
Chamois.” The children’s evolutions were verycharming. Tempora 
mutantur et nos mutamur ab illis. Just fancy the uproar mater- 
familias would have made some 25 years back at the bare idea of 
her daughter doing anything in the athletic line! Truly we have 
become a progressive nation. There seems to be an athletic flush 
upon Woman, who probably aims at emulating ber classical sister, 
Atalanta. Poor Man’s last chance of running away from her is 
growing very remote. She is very handy with the clubs, too, 





The Modern Allen-a-Dale. 


Mr. Allen Upward is preserving a bullet which nearly hit him in 
Greece.—Press. | 


ALLEN-A-DaLe for high deeds had a yearning, 
Allen-a-Dale for distinction was burning ; 
Allen-a-Dale to knight-errantry lent him, 

And vainly his loved ones were bent to prevent him : 
And the Grecian grew glad, and the Ottoman pale, 
As they heard of the coming of Allen-a-Dale |! 


Allen-a-Dale set the humorists chaffing, 

Allen-a-Dale set his countrymen laughing, 

Yet the chaff and the laugh were no malice betraying ; 
In her innermost heart all Britannia was praying 

For his safe home-returning —since none might assail, 
Or deny, the high courage of Allen-a-Dale! 


Allen-a-Dale showed no symptom of swerving, 
When fear was more muscular comrades unnerving, 
Allen-a-Dale proved that talents for writing 

Don't militate always ‘gainst talents for fighting! 
Come, read me my riddle—come, hearken my tale— 
Say what laurels accrued to bold Allen-a-Dale! 


Allen-a-Dale is not doomed, when he’s older 

(Like the poor “‘ broken soldier " of Goldsmith) to shoulder 
His crutch, and enlarge—with a prolix yarn-spinning — 

On fierce-foughten fields, and their wonderful winning : 
sut—his awestruck admirers shall gaze (growing pale) 

On the bullet that all-but hit Allen-a-Dale ! 
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Trial by Title. 


[A remark made by the literary maidservant (‘‘ outvying Marie 
Corelli”) who sued her mistress for wages reminds us of the 
Judge's song in Trial by Jury. 

Defendant.—“I saw the beginning of the novelette she was 
writing. It’s title was ‘The Vengeance of the Viscount.’”’ 

Plaintif(.—“ And a good title, too!” (Loud laughter.) } 


PLAINTIFF :— 


Wuen divinely inspired to write a novel 
» Called “The Vengeance of the Viscount,’ 
The rules whereunder poor “ slaveys”’ grovel 
No longer as laws would J count! 
An empty frying-pan heated thiougb, 
And a steak in the pantry lying— 
Must such trifles weigh with a maiden who 
Is Marie Corelli outvying ? 
’Gainst my mistress I bring this cital ! 
Are steak and frying-pan vital, 
When I’m fixing my novel’s title ? 


ALL :— 
And a good title, too! 
JUDGE :— 


Do I hear, my dear, that a hardened mistress 
Declines a month’s pay to tender 
To one who’d improve on Barabbas hist’ries, 
And surpass Prince Lucio’s splendour ? 
Oh, the undergrads. who've on “ angels ’’ tried, 
And are trying, to put a damper, 
Are naught to the dame who with steak unfried 
Would the future Miss Braddon hamper ! 
Having harkened your sad recital, 
I'm sure that to quick requital 
Of your wage-loss you've proved your title! 


ALL :— 
And a good title too! 


King George didn’t Consult the Oracle. 
[With a piece of string, a little sand, and a little grease, five 


Indian convicts cut through a bar of iron, and thus escaped from 
gaol.—Pioneer Mail.) 


Five deadly foes to the common peace, 
Five doers of deeds inglorious, 
Were haled to gaol by the smart police ; 
But they cunningly bade their thraldom cease, 
And with string, and sand, and a little grease, 
Proved in freedom’s fight victorious ! 


And perhaps 'twere well, had the nobler band 
f Hellenic braves disdained not 
Two talismans small, when their war they planned. 
For A LITTLE GREECE, without string and sand, 
When for Cretan freedom it made a stand, 
The much-coveted victory gained not ! 


(It has been decided by a large majority that women shall not 
be granted the degree of Batchelor of Arts at the Cambridge 
University.’’"—Daily Press.] 
Tuer maiden of learning has lost her degree 

A “B.A. ship” can ne’er crown her fame ; 
But, if she atl cals spell “ Arts” with a “‘ He,”’ 

She may soon tack one on to her name. 





FUN. 
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NOT BORN YESTERDAY. 


Small Boy.—‘* Where are you going, Jem ?”’ 
Jem.—** Off to the Derby, sonnie.”’ 
S.B. (mysteriously).—“ I say! do you know any ?” 


Dreary Declamation. 


(Major Rasch has called the attention of Parliament to the in- 
creasing duration of speeches in the House, with a view to the 
abatement of the nuisance. | 


M.P.’s! List to this excellent suggestion, 
Your long orations can no longer pass; 

There’s nought, when “ throwing lignt’”’ upon a question, 
Can justify this grievous waste of gas. 


[The Vestrymen of Barnet have solemnly decided that the 
Diamond Jubilee shall be celebrated in the local workhouse by 
ede he the inmates to take sugar in their tea on June 22nd.”— 
"Tess. | 


Sounp forth the tuneful trombone ! 

Strike, strike the festal drum! 

And twang the baneful banjo 

Till you wear away your thumb! 

The Vestrymen of Barnet in solemn session swear, 

That the local workhouse inmates shall ne’er forget the 
year 

When gracious Queen Victoria made joyful jubilee. 

No! on that day—now, silence !—they’ll have sugar 
in their tea. 














Delicious and Nutritious. 


; 9 
} 


CUSTARD 


Enhances the acceptability of every 
Sweet Dish or Fruit. 


NO EGGS! NO TROUBLE! NO RISK! 


ESTABLISHED 18% 


Gadbury 4 Needhams 


cocoa 


POWDER.) ‘Refreshing and Invigorating to the 
jaded mind and body; delicious to the 
palate; and absolutely unadulterated.’’ 


—Famity Oocroe 
NO ALKALIES USEC 


Polishing 
Paste. 


The most reliable a or for 
and Brilliantly p lishing Brass, Copper, ee ioe eek 
Platinaid, &. d everywhere. 


Boils Manufacturers : 
JOSEPH PICKERING & 8ON8, SHEFFIELD. 


Landon Office : St. George's Hoa. Bastebeap. I 
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